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| love the way you touch me. 


Even when you're not around, | can still feel the drag of your fingernails down my back. | can hear your heavy 


breathing in my ear, feel your hand tugging a fistful of my hair as you thrust into me. 


| can still smell you in the sheets on my bed. Your perspiration and cum stains their pure whiteness. Your long 


dark hairs cling to the blankets. You've been here many times before, and you will return tonight. 


| turn to the mirror and see the hickeys on my body. You've made me yours many times over. My neck, my 


shoulders, even the insides of my thighs all bear your mark. 


| will always feel the soreness that comes after, the aching that leads me to sink into your arms and never 


seek to return to the outside world. When you fuck me, it hurts. But it feels too good to stop. | love the way 


you feel inside me, how you wrap your arms around my waist and pound into me, occasionally slowing down to 


catch your breath.. 


| love feeling desired, pampered. | gaze around this house and marvel once again at all we have. The newest 
electronics, the finest linens and furniture, lots of food, sexy clothes tailored exactly to my measurements. 


You've given me so much. And in return, | do almost nothing. 


At first | didn't want this. Making love hurt like hell. | wasn't used to being held down and stretched and taken 
like that. | thought nothing good could come of our relationship. Not with our different backgrounds. You were 
born into a powerful family with mob connections, and | am just an orphan you picked off the street, chosen 


for my beauty. There is so much potential for use and abuse here. 


Anyone in the world would probably tell me to leave. But | can't. | have nothing to look forward to outside this 


house. You've given me too much; to leave would be to reject this new and better life. | am yours. 


As for now, all | can do is lay back, light a cigarette and wait for you.. 
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The click of the door unlocking makes my heart race in anticipation. You're finally home. Though every night | 
fall asleep in your arms, you're gone before | wake up in the morning. You have an important job to go to, but 


that's all you'll tell me. Asking any more earns me a spanking.. 
"Sebastian," you coo. "Where are you?" 


"Right here." | saunter down the stairs and see you sitting on the couch, irresistible as always, dressed in a 
slightly tattered suit. Your briefcase lays open on the floor; there's a gun inside and some papers. | see a list 


of names. All but a few have been crossed out. 
Before | can get a better look you shut the briefcase and shove it under the couch. "Come here." 


And before | can say anything I'm in your lap, you've torn off my clothes. You take off your tie and wrap it 
around my neck, tugging gently as you kiss me, moving down my neck and chest to bite my nipples. Your 
stubble tickles. My hands are on your shoulders, your skin is soft. | can feel your arousal pressing into me and 


| shiver. 
"Fuck me. Make me yours," | beg. 
"Suck it first. Them's the rules." You smirk. 


And | get on my knees in front of you and lick gently at the swollen head, pushing the tip of my tongue against 
the slit. You grab a handful of my hair and urge me on. It makes me blush to look into your eyes when | do 
this. But | keep going, moving up and down, sucking. | work my tongue on the underside, until you bite your lip 


and moan and cum floods my mouth. | swallow. 

‘Come on" You take my hand and lead me upstairs, holding your pants up with your other hand. When we 
reach the bedroom | lay back on the bed and put my legs up, waiting for you to take me. But instead you lay 
down beside me once you've undressed. Your cock is still hard. 


"Do you wanna ride it, Sebastian?" Your dark eyes sparkle with lust. 


"Yes." | straddle your hips and wait as you apply lube. Without lube, sometimes it hurts so bad that | cry. And 


you hate to see me upset or in pain. My happiness is your contentment. 

| grit my teeth and let myself sink onto your cock. It's still difficult to take all of you. Your big hands grip my 
hips and | begin to move, groaning every time you hit that spot inside. I'm getting a bit out of control. | push 
down all the way and grind against you, throwing my head back and wailing. 


"Hey. Slow down." You hold me still and | whimper. Sweat breaks out on your forehead. Your pale face is 


flushed; your eyes are unfocused. "Gotta make it last, babe. You never know if this will be the final time." 
What do you mean? But before | can ponder this you're pushing me down onto you again, gently jerking me off 
with your free hand. | lean forward for a kiss and the chain connecting your nose and ear piercings catches in 


my hair. | try to shake it free but fail.. 


My cum splatters your stomach and chest as your thumb rubs over the head of my cock. | can feel yours 


throbbing as you release inside me. | love being full of your hot, creamy lust. 
| fall off to the side, sore and tired. Every muscle in my body is limp. It's hard to catch my breath. My leg 
still lays across your hips. You chuckle and untangle the chain from my hair, pausing to kiss me again. You love 


me so much. Your arm loops around my shoulders, pulling me close. 


But something's not right.. through the sweaty, foggy aftershocks, I'm hearing the voices again. They're 


pounding on our door. 
"Police! Open up!" 
But it's happened before; you told me it was just my imagination And | believe you. The voices aren't real. 


| curl up under the blanket and bury my face in your chest, inhaling your intoxicating scent. You stroke my 


hair. 
"| love you, Rachel." 


"Shhh." 


